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HOW FAR BACK DOES MEANING BEGIN ? WHAT IS‘PREHISTORIC? 
A TIME BEYOND MEASUREMENT, OR MERELY A TIME BEYOND OUR 
RECALL? WHEN WAS MAN BORN ? WHAT FORMS DID HE SHEO ON 
HIS WAY TO MODERN TIMES ? WHAT OF HIS SOUL? WERE HIS 
PRIMITIVE EMOTIONS ALWAYS VIOLENT, OR WAS HE CAPABLE 
OF SOMETHING INFINITELY MORE POWERFUL IN THE LONG RUN 
THAN THE MERE CLASH OF ARMS? IS LOVE SOMETHING ONLY 
CIVILIZED MEN HAVE COME TO KNOW, OR HAVE EVEN MAN'S 
LOWLIEST ANCESTORS BEEN GRIPPED BY THE PAIN FOR WHICH 
THERE IS OFTEN NO SURCEASE ? 

THE FORGOTTEN WILDERNESS IS AN ERA WHEN STRANGE 
THINGS MOVED OVER THE LAND. IN WHICH POWERFUL FORCES 
CAME TO BEAR ON HUMANITY, SUCH AS TT WASINITS PITIFUL 
NUMBERS AT THE DAWN OF TIME. GREAT BATTLES WERE FOUGHT 
THEN, WITH GREAT VICTORIES AND EVEN GREATER LOSSES. 
THIS TALE OF THIS WORLD EONS PAST WILL CHRONICLE BOTH 
AND WILL SHOW THAT EVEN THESE SIMPLE BEINGS 0F LONG AGO 
FACED THE GREATEST OF SORROWS WHICH MAN IN HIS WISDOM 
IS STILL FACED WITH TODAY, AND WHICH HE WILL ALWAYS BE 
FACED WITH SO LONG AS HUMANITY REIGNS IN THESE FRAGILE 
HUSKS WE CARRY WITH US AS THE WORLD WINDS DOWN. 
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THEY ATTACKED IN THE NIGHT, AND LIT MOVEO WITH A LURCHING THE JUNGLE SHUDDEREOD WITH 
WITH THEM CAME THE HORROR. MM MOTION, FLOWING OVER THE THE SCREAMS OF THE DYING AND 
GROUND. IT WAS A THING THAT FROM THE YELLS OF THEIR 
OBEYED CERTAIN MEN FOR REASONS Ss 
ONLY IT KNEW, BUT IT BORE NO 
KINSHIP TO THEM. 
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ITS BULK WAS MASSIVE AND IT 
TOWERED ABOVE ITS ENEMIES, 
STRETCHING TOWARD THE HEAV — 


ENS FROM WHICH IT WAS SAID TO val 


B wave FALLEN. fh [Zz 


V1 


THE MOON GLISTENED ON ITS 
MISSHAPEN BULK AS IT ROSE UP 
> OCME mm AND UP. SMOTHERING THE MOON- a 
REMAINED FACELESS. 
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A TALE OF THE 


FORGOTTEN WILDERNESS 


WHEN RAUM WAS AWAKENED FROM A DEEP SLEEP p 
ITT WAS THE NOISE OF THE HORROR CRASHING INTO 
CAMP AND THE SCREAM OF ITS FIRST VICTIM THAT 
BROUGHT HIM TO ATTENTION. HE LEAPED up, 
Menge ns ON A CLOAK OVER HIS LEATHERN AR- 
MOR. 
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AS HE RAN OUT THE DOOR OF HIS HUT HE GRABGED 
My HIS SWORD AND BUCKLED ITON, DRAWING IT AS 
fey HE BURST INTO THE OPEN. THE PALE LUNAR LIGHT 
fb) GLITTERED ON HIS SHORT TUSKS AS HIS SMALL FE- 
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PEOPLE WERE ravEne TO AND FRO, SOME WITH PUR- 
POSE, OTHERS WITH PURPOSELESS FEAR. HUTS WERE 
IBELNG SET AFLRE AND THE CRIES OF THE WOUNDED 
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ERFUL LIKE RAUM, BUT WORE NO PROTECTIVE 
ARMOR. THEIR POWER AND FEROCITY WERE 
fy SHIELD ENOUGH IN Comear. 
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DESPITE THEIR IGNORANT APPEARENCE, RAUM KNEW 


i IN A TEMPER OF BLIND HATRED, RAUM LEAPED INTO 
THE INVADERS WERE NOT MERE SAVAGES FROM THE 2 = THE FRAY LIKE A WOUNDED TIGER, ENGAGING ONE 
HILLS, THEY CARRIED BROADSWORDS NO LESS POWER- i {OF THE INVADING WARRIORS IMMEDIATELY. 
FULL OR WELL CRAFTED THAN HIS OWN. 7 


THE WARRIORS WHO WERE PUTTING THE VIL-] 
ij LAGE TO THE TORCH WERE SQUAT AND POW- 
ijk 
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HE PARRIED A DOWNWARD THRUST WITH HIS SWORD RAUM DIDN'T WAIT FOR THE INVADERS ANDO SLASHED HIS OPPONENT ACROSS THE 
AND THE FORCE OF THE CLASH RATTLED HIS TEETH. SWORD TO FIND A NEW POINT OF ENTRY, THROAT. THE SHROUDING DARKNESS HAD AL- 
HE PULLED A DIRK FROM HIS HARNESS- LOWED FOR NO WARNING OF THIS ACT. 
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THE NUDE GIANT FELL, THE GASH SPEWING GORE FROM THE SEV- HE PASSED BURNING HOVELS AND EN- IT WAS THERE THAT RAUM FINALLY 
FACED THE HORROR. ff Ms 
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HIM, OVER EVERYTHING, ALMOST AS iar é 


ITS FORM WAS A PATTERN OF MANIA INTHE 
MOSAIC OF A. COMMONPLACE WORLD. ITWASA 
MASS OF NUB-LIKE APPENDAGES WHICH 
TWITCHED AND WAVED LIKE CILIA, GROP- 
ING AND SEARCHING SIGHTLESSLY. LT 
PLUCKED HELPLESS VICTIMS FROM ITS 
PATH, SOMETIMES PULLING THE BOOIES 
APART, OTHER TIMES PRESSING THEM 
AGAINST ITSELF, ABSORBING THEM WHOLE 
WHILE THE VICTIM SCREAMED AS HIS FLESH 
SEARED, HISSING IN THE DARKNESS AND FI- 
NALLY FADING INTO NONEXISTENCE AND SI- 
LENCE. 


IT WAS AS IF THEY HAD BEEN BESIEGED BY A LEGEND, 
BY SOME DARK GOD WHO HAD BEEN CALLED DOWN FROM 
THE NAMELESS GULFS TO TAKE HIS OWN RITUAL SACRI - 
FICES INSTEAD OF WALTING FOR THE OGRE-MEN TO 
BRING THEM TO HIM. THEN THE NIGHTMARE TURNED IN 
ANEW DIRECTION, TOWARD SOMETHING LT SENSED. 
SOMETHING IT WANTED. : 
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RAUM RAN AROUND BEHIND THE THING, 
HIS FEET SLOSHING IN THE TRAIL OF 
THICK FOUL SMELLING SLIME IT LEFT 
INTIS WAKE MMBIE Ge EEK 
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Aiaggpodlags FTE OIL SPATTERED AND WITH IT STRETCHED 
é THE FLAMES WHICH BURNED UP THE SINUOUS 


BG CREATURE IN PATHS WHICH SCATTERED IN 
ge: HALF A DOZEN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS 


HE SNATCHED UPA FLAMING VESSEL, KNOW - 
ING HE HAD MET HIS MATCH, BUT THAT HE WOULD 
g@ NOT STOP TRYING TO DO SOMETHING. 


LON rc 


THEN THE HORROR FOUND ITS VOICE. IT WAS A LOW WAIL 
WHICH BEGAN AS ARUMBLING UNDERCURRENT, AND GREW 
IN INTENSLTY UNTIL IT REACHED THE LEVEL OF AN INHUMAN 
SHRIEK. PIERCING AND POUNOING,A SHATTERING WAVE 
OF DEAFENING FEROCITY. 
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SUDDENLY IT MOVED WITH ALMOST BLINDING SPEED AND FELL IN UPON ITSELF. 
THERE WAS A SOUND LIKE A SIGH, AND THEN NOTHING BUT A PECULIAR ODOR 


REMAINED HANGING IN THE AIR. 


IT TURNED TOWARD RAUM, ANO DEEP WITH- 
IN HIM THE OGRE HAD NO QUESTION BUT THAT 


=e IT NOW OIRECTED ITS MALEVOLENCE TOWARD 


HIM ALONE. 


THE SENSE THAT ENABLED HIM TO DEFLECT 
BLOWS, AND AVOID AMBUSHES, TOLD HIM 
THAT IN THE HEAVY DARKNESS THE EYES OF 
HELL LOOKED DOWN ON HIM AND PLOTTEO 
RECRIMINATION. 


RAUM BACKED UP SLOWLY, HE KNEW THIS THING WOULD NOT WAIT RAUM'S BLADE WAS NO LESS SUDDEN, IT SLICED THROUGH 
LONG TO MAKE ITS MOVE AND HE WAS RIGHT. AN APPENDAGE THE AIR AND INTO THE WRITHING ATTACKER. 
SNA LEFT WITH SUDDEN , DEADLY SPEED. [ij 
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AS HIS BLADE BIT IN. RAUM By 
SUDDENLY FELT TERROR AS THAT 
SPECIAL SECRET SENSE WARNED 
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HE TURNED TO LOOK JUST IN TIME TO SEE 
ANOTHER SNAKING LIMB HURTLING AT HIMLIKE A 
ROCK FROM A CATAPULT. 


IT DROVE INTO HIS MIDSECTION AND “THEN UP 
AGAIN WITH UNDIMINISHED INTENSITY AND KEPT 
ON GOING. 


RAUM WAS LIFTED FROM 
THE GROUND, AND HE ROSE 

HIGHER AND HIGHER ,FASTER 
AND FASTER. 


THE VILLAGE AND THE SCORE OF FIRES FADED 
BELOW HIM, AND IN THE GLOW OF THOSE RE- 
CEDING FLAMES WAS CLEARLY OUTLINED A 
THING THAT HAD ITS ORIGINS ON AWORLD BE- 
YOND UNDERSTANDING. ; 
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@ THE BREATH HAD BEEN KNOCKED OUT OF RAUM BY THE FORCE OF IMPACT, AND HE FOUND 

HIMSELF FALLING IN THE DARK. HE COULD SEE NOTHING AND COULD ONLY WATT FOR THE SUD 
DEN IMPALEMENT THAT WOULD COME WHEN HE STRUCK A TREE. FURTHER AND FURTHER HE FELL, 
TIME PASSING SLOWLY AND AGONIZINGLY, THEN HE SAW THE GLINT OF MOONLIGHT ON A SHINY 
SURFACE. IN A SPLIT SECOND WHEN THE WRONG DECISION WOULD HAVE MEANT A DOOM OF SHAT- im 
TERED BONES AND INSTANT OBLIVION, RAUM CURLED UP, BUNCHING HIS LIMBS TOGETHER LIKE @ 
A BALL AND PROTECTED HIS HEAD. mim ieseane 


HE STILL STRUCK THE WATER WITH DANGEROUS 
FORCE. THE INSTANT SHOCK OF SPEED MEETING RE- 
SISTENCE WOULD HAVE WRENCHED AND SHATTERED 
‘ANORMAL.MAN, BUT THE MEN OF THE OGRE TRIBE 
WERE NOT LIKE NORMAL MEN. 


RAUM FELT HIMSELF PLUMMETING DOWN INTO THE 
RIVER , HIS SPEED STILL GREAT ENOUGH THAT A see 
SHALLOW BOTTOM WOULD SURELY CRACK HTS SPINE. .<#ieRmenannas 
BUT, THE DEPTH OF THE RIVER SLOWED HIS DESCENT Bie 
AND THE BOTTOM REMALNED OUT OF REACH. & 
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ALL THOUGHTS OF PAIN WERE SUPPRESSED AS HE 
STRUCK OUT FOR THE SURFACE. IN THAT LAST MOMENT 
BEFORE HE HIT, HE HAD ONLY HAD TIME TO PREPARE FOR 
THE IMPACT AND HAD STILL BEEN TOO STUNNED AND 
WINDLESS FROM THE BLOW THAT SENT HIM SKYWARD 
TO TAKE A DEEP BREATH. 
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RAUMS THOUGHTS SWAM IN CONFUSED PATTERNS 
AND BLACKNESS PRESSED IN ON HIM WITH ACHING 
CERTAINTY. SOON HIS VISION DARKENED AND HIS 
ARMS FELT SO HEAVY AND PONDEROUS THAT HE 


THERE WAS A RINGING IN HIS EARS AND HIS HEAD 
FELT LIKE LT WAS BEING PRESSED BETWEEN TWO 
MASSIVE HANDS WHEN THERE WAS A SLAP OF COLD 
AIR AGAINST HIS FACE AND HIS MOUTH OPENED 
FOR THAT FIRST STARVING BREATH. 


RAUM TURNED OVER ON HIS BACK AND FLOATED, 
BREATHING SLOWLY THROUGH HIS MOUTH, LETTING fam 
THE DRIFTING CURRENT AND THE COOL WATER SUP- Me | see ; 

RENCHED MUSCLES AND SORE LIMBS. fii go ges : S 
eg Bata i HE FLOATED, STIFF, UNMOVING, AND FEELING AS COLD [iam 
AS DEATH. HE WANTED TO SLEEP AND DREAM OF SET i a 
TER TIMES | BUT HE FOUGHT IT OFF. on : aA 
§ THE CURRENT CARRIED HIM SLOWLY DOWN THE RIV. 
ER. OCCASIONALLY SOMETHING UNSEEN PASSED BY 
AND THE WATER SWIRLED AROUND HIM AND LAPPED 
AGAINST HIS BODY. J si 
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HOURS LATER, THE WATER CARRIED HIM To RAUM'S LIMBS WERE STIFF FROM THE ACHING HE KNEW IT WAS NO LESS DANGEROUS HERE 
SHORE AND WITH GREAT EFFORT HE STAGGERED ON MUSCLES AND THE FRIGID WATER. A POWERFUL THAN IN THE WATER, BUT THERE WAS NOTHING TO 
TO THE GRASSY RIVERBANK. SHIVER RAN THROUGH HIM, BUT WITH EFFORT HE BE DONE ABOUT IT NOW. RAUM PUT HIS HEAD 

a \ WAS ABLE TO CONTROL IT. AGAINST THE GROUND AND SLEPT. 
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THE SUN WAS HIGH IN THE SKY WHEN HE OPENED HIS 
EYES AGAIN, AND THE FOREST WAS ENGULFED 
PEACEFUL SOOTHING WARMTH. 
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. RAUM STARTED OFF TOWARD HIS VILLAGE. HE KNEW THIS imag 
THERE WERE ANIMAL SOUNDS IN THE TREES AND FROM 


LAND WELL AND DION'T NEED TO CONSULT THE POSITION OF Wee 

TIME TO TIME THERE WERE PREDATORY ROARS IN THE DIS- ; | / THE SUN, THE SHADOWS, OR ANY DISTANT LANDMARKS TO Baa 
4 TANCE. RAUM REFRESHED HIMSELF IN THE RIVER WHICH 

HAD SAVED HIM, THE ONLY PREDATOR HE WAS IMMEDIATELY y 
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‘HE WAS MOVING THROUGH THE BRUSH A MILE 
FROM HIS VILLAGE WHEN HE SUDDENLY STOPPED. 
A PECULIAR NOISE DRIFTED DOWN TO HIM FROM 
SOMEWHERE NEARBY. IT WAS A SOFT WHIMPER - 
ING WHICH QUICKLY CHANGED INTO LAUGHTER. 
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RAUM CROUCHED DOWN LOW AND SLIPPED INTO THE FOLIAGE GZ 
WHICH STRETCHED OFF IN THE DIRECTION OF THE SOUND. THE 
TITTERING CONTINUED, THIS TIME SOUNDING ALMOST SEDUC- 
TIVE IN ITS INNOCENCE. IT HAD BEEN OBVIOUS TO HIM THAT 
THE SOUNDS MADE WERE HUMAN, BUT WHETHER THEY WERE DE- : a’ 


CEPTIVELY INNOCENT OR GENUINE REMAINED TO GE SEEN. 
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HE CREPT CLOSER UNTIL ALL THAT 
WAS BETWEEN HIM AND THE SOURCE OF 
THE CURIOUS NOISES WAS ATHIN VEIL 

f OF BRANCHES HANGING IN FRONT OF 
HIM IN SPLDER-WEBBING STRANDS. 
Rs RAUM STOOD AND WATCHED, A SMALL 
me SMILE CURLING HIS LIPS. 


BEFORE HIM WAS A JUNGLE CHOKED CLEARING. VISIBLE HERE AND THERE WERE THE REMNANTS OF STRUC- 
TURES BUILT IN ANOTHER TIME BY A RACE LONG SINCE VANISHED. THROUGH THE JUNGLE DOMINATED LAND- 
ASCAPE, WALKING OVER THE BROKEN STONE WALKS, WAS AGIRL. SHE WAS GATHERING FLOWERS, HUMMING 
TO HERSELF, AND OCCASIONALLY LAUGHING AT SOMETHING WHICH ONLY SHE SEEMED TO BE ABLE TO HEAR. 


SHE WAS A FEMININE WONDER. A WELLSPRING OF DELIGHT WITH A GIFT FOR EASY LAUGHTER AND PENE — 
TRATING INSIGHT. SHE WAS QUICK AND SMART, YET GENTLE AND CARING. MANY TIMES HE HAD SEEN HER 
COMFORTING ONE WHO HAD LOST A HUSBAND OR A SON IN BATTLE. NOT MERELY POSING AS ONE WHO CARED 
AND SUPPORTED, BUT GENUINELY SHARING THE GRIEF OFA FELLOW TRIBESMAN. HER SUPPORT BROUGHT 
STRENGTH AND KNITTED MORE CLOSELY THE BONDS WHICH THE VILLAGERS FELT FOR THEIR LEADERS. 


Mae IN A CHIEFS DAUGHTER. NEVER A HANDMALDEN, RONWIL HAD Af ‘yf 
MZaé ACHIEVED A POSITION OF RESPECT MORE LOFTY THAN ANY WOM- rage 
Yee AN IN THE VILLAGE EVER HAD, AND WAS ENVIED EVEN BY MANY OF § 
THE BURLY OGRE WARRIORS. THE WOMEN OF THE OGRE TRIBE 
im WERE AS GENTLE IN THEIR BEAUTY AS THE MEN WERE POWERFUL 
Mia IN) THEIR UGLINESS, AND YET THEY WERE AKIN TO EACH OTHER. 


Sor 


Dick 


RAUM PARTED THE CURTAIN OF OVERGROWTH AND 
Pa WED cok INTO THE CLEARING. 
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BUT , WHAT OF THE VILLAGE ? 
a “7 
OH, THEY'RE 


ALL RIGHT.) 2 *, 


RAUMS FACE. BROKE INTO A ace s my me, 
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J AND BEGAN CHATTERING ABOUT 
“| THE BRIGHT SUNSHINE AND THE 
COOL JUNGLE GLADE. RAUM BE- 
{CAME UNEASY AT HER DODGING 
, OF THIS POINT. HE WATCHEO 
7) HER CLOSELY AS SHE SAT ON A 
| BROKEN COLUMN, HER LEG PRO- 
’ oe wy -% Aj TRUDING SEDUCTIVELY FROM 
ie er 2) HER SKIRT. SHE SMILEO AT HIM 
s ony “a1 am BOS, Re ‘al BECKONINGLY AND GIGGLED. 
: BHRAUMS BLOOO FROZE. 
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HE LED HER ALONG QUIETLY AND THEY PASSED FROM THE CLEARING INTO THE THICKER BRUSH OF THE 

SURROUNDING JUNGLE, THEY MADE THEIR WAY DOWN A SELDOM USED PATH WITH RAUM LEADING THE 

AND A VOW TO x0) WAY ANO RONWIL FOLLOWING ABSENTLY ALONG AS HE LED HER WITH A COMFORTING GRIP ON HER 
dat Gry?) 24) }| COMPARATIVELY TINY HAND. es 
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THING ELSE. SOMETHING REPELLANT. INTO SIGHT OF THE RUINED VILLAGE SHE SCREAMED AND RETREATED IN GROUND, UNCONSCIOUS. 
RONWIL SMELLED IT AND HER EYES WLOENED THE ONLY WAY POSSIBLE. B ‘ 


THE LIVING ODORS OF THE JUNGLE TO SOME- GENT HIS PACE WAS NOT ALTERED IN THE SLIGHTEST. WHEN THEY EMERGED OGRE WARRIOR AND SLIPPED TO a 
IN TERROR AND SHE STRAINED AGAINST HIS fe 
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RAUM BENT OVER AND PICKED HER UP IN HIS ARMS 
TO CARRY HER WITH HIM. at 


HE WOULD NOT LEAVE HER ALONE. 
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TT WAS NOT LONG BEFORE RAUM CAME UPON THE BODY HE FOUND A SWORD LYING ABANDONED A FEW PACES ASHE ENTERED THE VILLAGE, EVEN HE WAS SHAKEN BY 
OF A COMRADE, HIS SWORD STILL GRIPPED IN HIS ON AND THIS HE RETRIEVED AFTER SLIPPING RON- WHAT HE SAW. RAUM WAS A SEASONED WARRIOR OF MANY 
HAND. RAUM LEFT IT THERE AND WENT ON. [7 WIU'S UNCONSCLOUS BODY UNDER HIS LEFT ARM. BATTLES AND oT HE HAD NEVER WITNESSED SUCH WAN- 

eer a N CARNAGE AS THIS. 
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AT THE OPPOSITE END OF THE VILLAGE WAS A HUGE PATH SEEMINGLY CARVED INTO THE 

my JUNGLE LTSELF. IN ITS WAKE LAY THE BODIES OF SCORES OF MEN, WOMEN, AND CHILD- 
REN. ALL MURDERED IN THE MOST GROTESQUE FASHIONS THEIR EXECUTIONERS COULD 

DEVISE. SOME OF THEM HAD PARTS OF THEIR BODIES MISSING, APPARENTLY REMOVED 

FOR USE IN SOME RITUAL. THE SCATTERED BODIES IN NO WAY ACCOUNTED FOR THE 
ENTIRE POPULACE, BUT RAUM KNEW WHAT HAD BECOME OF THE MISSING. THE 
OGRE LOOKED COLOLY AT THE WIDE SWATH CRUSHED INTO THE JUNGLE. IN ALL 

fa HIS YEARS HE HAD KNOWN NOTHING ELSE BUT THIS PLACE. HIS MEAGRE NEEDS HAD 

# ALWAYS BEEN SATISFIED HERE, AND WHEN HE FOUGHT LT KAD NOT BEEN JUST FOR 

B HIMSELF, BUT FOR HIS PEOPLE , HIS FRIENDS. AND NOW TT WAS ALLGONE. CRUM- 
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HE LOWERED RONWIL’S UNCONSCIOUS FORM GEN- HE BRUSHED HER HAIR FROM HER EYES, AND LOOK- FOR A MOMENT HE LET HIS HAND LINGER THERE, 
TLY TO THE GROUND. ED AT HER SLEEPING, UNTROUBLED FACE. BEBE FEELING THE COOLNESS OF HER TEAR STAINED CHEEKS. 
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FINALLY RAUM LEFT HER, AND WENT ABOUT HIS SILENT WORK. FIRST HE GATHERED 
WHAT REMAINED OF THE HUTS AND CONSTRUCTED A HUGE PILE IN THE CENTER OF 
WHAT WAS LEFT OF THE VILLAGE. WITH THAT FINISHED, HE WENT ABOUT FINDING THE 
BODIES. IT WAS LONG HARD WORK. SOUL CRUSHING WORK. AFTER A TIME, AFTER CAR- 
RYING THE REMNANTS OF WOMEN, OF MUTILATED CHILDREN, OF FRIENDS, HE FELT 
LIKE HIS HEART WOULD BREAK FROM THE STRAIN. 


at 


RAUM DROPPED TO HIS KNEES INTHE DIRT, UNABLETO HIS FINGERS CLAWED AT THE DIAT, SCRATCHED AT THE 
CONTINUE. UNABLE EVEN TO LOOK AT THE RESULTOFHIS GROUND, AND DUG DEEP FURROWS. 
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HE ROSE TO HIS FEETAND STOOD STARING AT THE EMP- 
TY SKY. HIS CHALLENGE REMAINED UNANSWERED, EVEN 
BY AN ECHO. NOT EVEN CARRION BIRDS CIRCLED FOR HIM 
TOVENT HIS RAGE ON. WHATEVER HAD PASSED THROUGH 
HERE LAST NIGHT HAD BEFOULED THE GROUND AND THE 
DEAD WITH SOMETHING THAT WAS TOO TERRIBLE EVEN 
FOR THE SCAVENGERS. 


DEEPER AND DEEPER THE FURROWS BECAME AS HIS A GROWL BEGAN LOW IN HIS THROAT AND ROSE TOA 
RAGE AND ANGER INCREASED. i ROAR AND THEN TO A BELLOW WHICH HE SHOUTED TO 


Ff =) ‘ THE HEAVENS AS HE THREW BACK HIS HEAD AND SHOOK 


Bro. 8 


HIS HUGE FISTS AT THE SKY. 


MOL 


IT WASN'T LONG BEFORE HE HAD A HUGE ROARING FIRE 


THE OGRE BENT DOWN, STRUCK FLINT TOABRAND,AND WHEN THE TORCH WAS BURN- 
COAXED THE FLAMES TO LIFE. (Ay S74) ING WELL,HELIT THE PYRE. 
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THE FIRE CRACKLED AND POPPED, SENDING THICK AC- HIS SHOULDERS SAGGED WITH THE WEIGHT OF LOSING HE TURNED, AND THERE WAS RONWIL , STARING INTO THE 
RID SMOKE CURLING INTO THE AIR. THE FUMES MADE HIS ALL HE HAD EVER KNOWN OR EVER EXPECTED TO KNOW. DARTING FLAMES, COMPLETELY TRANSFIXED AND OBLIV- 


IOUS TO EVERYTHING ELSE. SHE BEGAN WALKING FOR- 
WARD, SLOWLY, ONE STEP AT A TIME. 


D a o a 


EYES STING AND THICK TEARS BURNED HIS CHEEKS, MIN- 
GLING WITH THE REAL TEARS OF GRIEF. 


SUDDENLY HE SENSED SOMETHING BEHIND HIM. 
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RAUM'S HEAD WAS REELING FROM THE RAPIDITY OF EVENTS. OGRES ARE NOT USED TO SUCH VIOLENT CHANGES AND MUST THINGS Move So QUICKLY ? HAPPEN WITH SUCH SWIFT- 
50 MUCH HAD HAPPENED IN SO SHORT APERIOD OF TIME. DISRUPTION IN THEIR LIFE PATTERNS. HIS BODY WAS EX- NESS? WAS IT SO NECESSARY FOR FATE TO SWEEP THINGS 
THINGS HAD TAKEN SHAPE AND FORM SO QUICKLY. HAUSTED FROM PAIN AND SUFFERING. HE NEEDED TIME AWAY SO hada 


TO THINK AND PLAN. Se 
\ aor 


TT WASN'T UNTIL HE ACTUALLY SAW RONWITL WALKING INTO THE ROAR- 
ING PYRE, HER SKIN BAKING RED LIKE A SUNBURN, THAT HIS MIND AC 
CEPTED WHAT WAS HAPPENING. RAUM SCREAMED ONCE AND LEAP- 
ED THROUGH THE ATR. HIS TIRED ACHING MUSCLES RESPONDED 
TO THAT HERCULEAN EFFORT WHICH HIS MIND DIDN'T JUST ASK 
FOR BUT DEMANDED. Bj 


Kecoanne 


HARD ACROSS THE FACE WITH HIS HAND. 


RRA 


YOUR FATHER ISN'T THERE. HE DIED TI KNOW WHOSE BODIES WENT IN THERE, AND HIS YOU SAW HIS FLESH RUN LIKE WATER UNTIL 


LAST NIGHT, EATEN BY THAT THING FROM A WASN'T AMONG THEM. YOU SAW WHAT HAPPENED TO HIM\|/ HE DISAPPEARED INSIDE OF IT, SCREAMING. ‘You 
NIGHTMARE. THAT IS WHAT HAPPENED DIDN'T YOU? YOU SAW HIM CAPTURED BY THAT MONSTER.)/(SAW THAT, DIDN’T YOU ? THAT'S WHY YOU RAN, 
: YOU SAW HIM DISSOLVE WASN'T IT 2? YOU SAW HIM DIE ! 


AND SO THEY SAT THERE. WEARY AND DEFEATED, HUDDLED IN THE LIGHT OF THE 
FUNEREAL PYRE. THE ONLY SURVIVORS OF THE ANCIENT OGRE TRIBE. IT WAS 
SAID THAT THE OGRE MEN NEVER CRY, BUT THERE COMES A TIME WHEN ONE 
HAS LOST SO MUCH THAT THERE IS NOTHING LEFT TO DO BUT CRY, AND PLOT 


TSAW HIM! I SAW HIM, BUT LT OION'T 
WANT TO SEE HIM. NOT LIKE THAT. 
NO, I DIDN'T WANT TO SEE 
HIM. I DIDN'T WANT TO. 


I DIDN'T WANT 10. 


SHE SHOOK AND TREMBLED, SUDDENLY A FRIGHT- 
ENED LITTLE GIRL WHO HAD LOST EVERYTHING 
SHE HAD EVER KNOWN. 


BEHIND THEM,IN THE DISTANCE, SMOKE DRIFTED UP ABOVE THE HORIZON, BUT ALL THAT 

IT PORTENDED WAS NOW PART OF THE PAST. RAUM FOLLOWED THE CRUSHED PATH 

we BEFORE HIM WITH INTENSE INTEREST. IT STRETCHED INTO THE SEEMINGLY LIMIT- 
m LESS DISTANCE AND ITS WIDTH WAS FULLY THREE TIMES THE OGRE'S HEIGHT. HE 
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THE GROUND THAT - SQUISHED BENEATH THETA FEET WAS CAKED WITH AN UN- BY mD- AFTERNOON THE SUN WAS SCORTCHING THE EARTH, AND THE AIR WAS HOT AND 
EARTHLY BLACK RESIDUE FROM THE THING THAT SLITHERED AND CRAWLED LIKE HEAVY. THE SWEAT FLOWED DOWN RAUM'S FACE AND ARMS IN RIVULETS, BUT HE Io- 
NOTHING BORN UNDER THIS BRIGHT SUN EVER HAD. RAUM HAD BROUGHT RONWIL NORED IT. HE HAD A CAUSE, AND NOTHING ELSE MATTERED. HIS SIMPLE LIFE HAD 
WITH HIM BECAUSE HE COULD SEE NOTHING ELSE TO DO. HER MIND HAD RETREATED BEEN INTERRUPTED AND SHATTERED FOREVER AND SOMEONE , SOMETHING, WOULD 
FROM REALITY SO FAR THAT SHE HAD BECOME LIKE A HELPLESS CHILD AGAIN. THE. PAY FOR THAT. 

REVELATION OF THE NIGHT BEFORE HAD BEEN WRENCHED FROM HER AT INCREDIBLE 
COST. LEAVING HER BEHIND NOW WOULD HAVE BEEN MURDER. SHE COULD HARDLY | fee 

TAKE CARE OF HERSELF IN THIS STATE OF MIND AND WOULD BE EASY PREY FOR |. Prana cea, oa 
WHATEVER LURKED IN THE JUNGLE. SHE DIDN'T EVEN ASK WHERE THEY WERE GO- wn te ae i Wass 
ING. DEALING WITH HER FATHER’S DEATH, FACING WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO HIM, [~~ 5s 
HAD BEEN TOO MUCH FOR HER, AND SO SHE HAD BLOCKED TT OUT, ALONG WITH 
ALMOST EVERYTHING ELSE. 
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RONWIL COMPLAINED ABOUT THE 
HEAT , BUT RAUM IGNORED HER. j . 


ALTHOUGH THE JUNGLE USUALLY TEEMED WITH LIFE THIS TIME OF 
DAY, THEY NEITHER SAW NOR HEARD ANYTHING ALONG THE ROUTE. IT 
WAS AS TF THIS WERE A DEAD CORRIDOR, A ROAD TO HELL , A PURGATORY 
IN WHICH THEY WERE THE ONLY LIVING THINGS. ONCE THEY FOUND 
THE WITHERED REMAINS OF A HUGE REPTILIAN PREDATOR AT THE 
SIDE OF THE PATH. WHETHER IT WAS KILLED BY THE THING WHICH MADE 
THIS DARK, TWISTED PATH, OR IF IT HAD DIED FROM INGESTING THE 
BLACK RESTDUE WHICH MARKED THE TRATL COULD NOT BE CERTAIN, BUT 
TT WAS OBVIOUS WHY ALL LIFE AVOIDED THIS VICINITY. IT wASA 
REGION TAINTED BY SOMETHING WHICH DID NOT BELONG. , 
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RONWIL SAMPLED THE WATER AND LOOKED AROUND FOR LURKING 


EVENTUALLY THIRST OVERCAME HIM AND RAUM GAVE INTO RONWILS PER- 
SISTENT PLEADINGS WHEN HE SAW A SMALL POND OFF To THE RIGHT 
PREDATORS. 


OF THE PATH. 


ED HIS THIRST. 


AND AGAIN 


RE THIS. IF RONWIL 


SMASHED THROUGH THE JUN- 
a KNEW WHAT LAY BEFORE THEM SHE MIGHT EVEN FEEL 


RONWIL COMPLAINED ABOUT THE REAT 
RAUM IGNORED HER. FINALLY SHE JUST SLIPPED OUT OF 
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DION'T EVEN NOTICE. HIS EYES WERE ON THE STRANGE 
e 


HER SLENDER SKIRT AND LET IT FALL ON THE PATH. RAUM [Rae 
FEAR, LF SHE COULD UNDERSTAND IT IN HER PRESENT 


DARK ROAD THEY FOLLOWED 
GLE BY AMENACE UNHEARD OF BEFO 


AGAIN 


SATISFIED THAT SHE WAS 
SAFE, SHE SLIPPED INTO THE 
SHALLOWS AND THEN DIVEO 
BENEATH THE SURFACE. 


ate ‘ 7 a CORY OR AANS “A 
RAUM WATCHED HER AND IN HIS HEART IN THE VILLAGE SHE WOULD NEVER HAVE BEEN SO IMMODEST IN FRONT OF RAUM KNEW THAT NOW SHE ACTED ONLY IN 
HE FELT JOY AT BEING SO CLOSE TO HER, ANY OF THE MEN , LEST SHE WERE INVITING THEIR LOVE. INNOCENCE. HE STAREO AT HER, WISHING 
AND PAIN AT WHAT SHE HAD BECOME. THAT THEY COULD SHARE LOVE. BUT NOW... 
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THINGS WHICH WEREN'T THERE , BUT 
WHICH HUNG BEFORE HIS EYES. F@ 
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RAUM GAZED AT HIS FACE REFLECTED IN THE POND 
AND IT LOOKED BACK AT HIM AND SPOKE OF OTHER 
PLACES AND OTHER TIMES. wes 
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RONWIL STOOD BEHIND HIM AND WATCHED THE FACE 
IN THE WATER, ITS FROWN DISTORTED BY THE WIND 
RIPPLED SURFAC ; 
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FIVE DAYS LATER SAW THEM MUCH FURTHER DOWN 
THE DARK ENCRUSTED TRATL, BUT STILL SEEMINGLY [aN 
NO CLOSER TO THEIR DESTINATION. faz i 
f f tw, vf i ads oi 
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il q AS THEY APPROACHED ANOTHER RISE, RAUM STOPPED 
DEAD IN HIS TRACKS, STARING AHEAD WITH FORBODING 
AT WHAT WAS WINGING BLACK AGALNST THE AFTERNOON 


HE MOVED SLOWLY UP THE HILL AND STOPPED WHEN HE 
REACHED THE TOP, JUST STANDING THERE STARING AT 
THE UNBELIEVABLE SIGHT. A THOUSAND QUESTIONS RAN 
THROUGH HIS HEAD, BUT HE KNEW HE‘D PROBABLY NEVER 
LEARN THE ANSWERS TO ANY OF THEM. fii 
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RONWIL CAME UP BEHIND HIM AND SCREAMED WHEN 
- SHE SAW WHAT LAY IN THE VALLEY. 


WE BLE Be Pihtc PRE Sie Rs “ Se eee 
WA TT WAS THE THING. DEAD OR DYING, HE COULDN'T TELL WHICH , k= ss 
YA BUT TT WOULD NEVER RATD ANOTHER VILLAGE NOR CHURN THE [& se ee 
7 LIFE FROM ANOTHER SOUL. WHAT WAS THIS CREATURE, AND FROM ¥e pe pli ae ae 
2] \NHAT INHUMAN WOMB DID IT SPRING? HOW DID IT COME TO BE |. pine ies x Hs 3 ene sae 
7/1 ON THIS WORLD WHICH HAD TO BE ACROSS VAST GULFS FROM THE F- RNA, amma a 
y REGION WHICH GAVE IT BIRTH ? DID TT FALL THROUGH SOME RIFT Faas Z Be _ eer: 5 inl! ae age OBEN papell 
#4 IN THE DIMENSIONS, OR WAS IT PULLED THROUGH BY SOME WITCHMAN'S Ps. 
SORCERY ? HOW WAS IT THAT ANY MAN HAD EVER GAINED CONTROL OF 
i THIS SHAMBLING HORROR AND CAUSED IT TO DOHIS BIDDING? DID IT f. 
| FINALLY TURN ON WHOEVER CALLED HIMSELF ITS MASTER AND BRING THIS } 
4 INCREDIBLE DOOM UPON IT? A DOOM WHICH FOUND IT STRECHED AND 
#4 WITHERED ON THE VALLEY FLOOR WITH LONG SHARP PIKES DRIVEN INTO > 
4 TTS WIDE, NALLING IT TO THE EARTH ITSELF? EVEN THE PIKES THEM — f 

JSELVES HINTED AT SORCEROUS INTENT JUST BY THEIR VERY DESIGN. 

THE CROSS- PIECES AT THEIR HEAD SEEMED To FORM DEFINITE PAT- | 
4 TERNS AS IF IN IMITATION OF CERTAIN CABALISTIC F% | yh” 5 
| SYMBOLS. IT WAS AS IF IT WASN'T THE PIERCING }, 
INTO THE CREATURE WHICH HARMED IT, BUT THE 
{POWER WHICH THESE TOTEMS 
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RAUM WALKED DOWN INTO THE VALLEY, HIS QUEST ENDED, BUT HIS a DESL HE STOOD NEXT TO THE THING, WHILE CARRION BIRDS CIRCLED OVERHEAD. 
FOR REVENGE UNFULFLILLED. : APPARENTLY WHATEVER WAS IN THOSE IMPALING STAFFS WHICH CONQUERED THE 
CREATURE , ALSO SERVED TO NEUTRALIZE WHATEVER IT WAS WHICH REPELLED THE 

SCAVENGERS FROM HIS VILLAGE, AND KEPT a5 TRAIL ONE OF DESOLATION. : 


HE TOUCHED IT, RUNNING HIS HAND OVER IT. ITS FLESH HAD TURNED HARD HE COULD SEE NOTHING INSIDE OF IT. HE DIDN'T KNOW WHAT HE EXPECTED DT0 
AND OPAQUE, QUITE UNLIKE THE at Sa LEATHER SURFACE OF JUST SEE. THE FACES OF HIS MURDERED KINSMEN ? PERHAPS. HE WONDERED WHERE 
i, =e THEY WENT WHEN THEY BECAME PART OF THIS THING OR IF THEY WERE STILL 

AWARE, ALIVE, AWAKE, INSIDE OF IT WHEN THE CREATURE LTSELF WAS STRUCK 


IT WAS DEAD, AND NONE OF THAT MATTERED NOW. BUTWHAT IF IT THE FLAME'S SOON BEGAN LICKING HUNGRILY at THE a ad HUSK. 
WASN'T DEAD? WHAT TF IT COULON'T DIE AS MEN KNOW DEATH? WHAT 

IF IT FELL ONLY TO RISE AGAIN ? HE COULDN'T BE SURE , BUT HE 

WOULD LEAVE NOTHING TO CHANCE. RAUM KNEELED DOWN AND 

REMOVED A FLINT FROM HIS BELT, WHICH HE STRUCK TO SOME DRY 

GRASS AROUND THE CREATURE. 


HIGHER THE FIRE ROARED, CATCHING THE DEAD FLESH IT HAD ONLY BEEN DORMANT, HELD PRISONER BY THE THE THING QUIVERED ASIT TRIED TO SNUFF OUT THE 
AND SEARING UP AND OVER THE THING'S DRY HIDE. PIKES WHICH PINNED IT TO THE GROUND. NOW THE FLAMES WHICH WERE CONSUMING IT. BUT LT WAS TOO 

. STAKES HAD BEEN BURNED AWAY, AND AFLAMING DE- LATE. WHEN RAUM HAD SET FIRE TOIT IN HIS VILLAGE, 
MON OF DESTRUCTION STOOD IN THEIR STEAD. TT HAD NOT HAD ENOUGH TIME TO SPREAD AND FULLY 
CATCH, BUT THIS TIME THE FLAMES COVERED EVERY 
INCH OF THE CREATURE 


WSs 


TT “ROSE UP, STRETCHING HIGHER AND HIGHER , EX- 
TENDING 11S SURFACE FURTHER AND FURTHER IN AN 
EFFORT TO ESCAPE THE ALL ENCOMPASSING INFERNO. 
BUT IT DID NO GOOD, 


THE FLAMES SKIPPED AND DANCED, WHIRLING AROUND 
UNTIL He Aida BODY WAS BEING CONSUMED. 


THE IMPALING STAKES CAUGHT FIRE FINALLY AND 
BURNED WITHA GREAT DISCHARGE OF por eeones 
padtaaal ae 


FINALLY IT COLLAPSED AND FELL BACK AGAINST THE VAL- 
LEY FLOOR TWITCHING AND WRITHING HELPLESSLY, ALIVE 
WITH AGONY THAT WAS UNIMAGINABLE TO THE WARRIOR 
WHO WATCHED ITS DERTH THROES. 


. 


RAUM'S BROW FURROWED AND HIS LIPS CURLED INTOA HE THREW BACK HIS HEAD AND ROARED WITH (1) HE RAISED HIS SHORT SWORD AND TOOK HOLD OF 
HARSH LAUGHTER WHICH ECHOED THROUGH THE VALLEY. THE HILT. 


3S 


\ 


ue 


/ q 
; ’ 
MM 
MM he 


Ls 


THEN HE RIPPED THE SCABBARD FROM HIS BELTAS HE 
HE DREW FORTH THE SWORD. 


AND HURLED IT IN- 
TO THE AIR. 
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IT SAILED TRUE TO TTS MARK AND LANDED INTHE THE SHRIVELLING THING ROSE SLIGHTLY AND THEN TT LAY STILL. THE SMOKE WAS GETTING THICKER 
CENTER OF THE DYING ALIEN MASS. SHOOK AS TF TRYING TO RESPOND TO THE IMPACT. AND ITS HUES CHANGED FROM BLUE-BLACK To A COPPERY 
Presta eS ; oe SHADE AS THE THING CONSTRICTED AND BEGAN TO 
SHRINK INTO A BUBBLING POOL OF FLAMING PROTOPLASM. 
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THE FIRE BURNED FOR ALONG TIME, AND THE OGRE STOOD PATIENTLY ON THE THE SUN WAS LOST BEHIND THEMOUN -§ HE POKED IT WITH HIS SWORD BUT 
HILL, LEANING ON HIS BROAD SWORD, WATCHING AND WAITING FOR ANYSIGN TAINS WHEN RAUM WALKED AROUND THE NOTHING UNEARTHLY REMAINED, SAVE 
THAT THIS TIME WASN'T THE FINAL DESTRUCTION OF THIS BEING FROM BE- CHARRED POOL WHICH LAY STEAMING IN FOR A BLACKENED MASS WHICH CLANKED 
YOND IMAGINATION. THE VALLEY. AGAINST HIS SWORD LIKE STONE. 


THIS TIME IT WAS REALLY OVER. ALL THAT REMAINED NOW WAS FOR HE AND RON- 
WIL TO TRY AND FIND... RONWIL! HE DION'T REMEMBER SEEING HER AFTER HE 
HAD FOUND THE CREATURE, AND THEN HE HAD BECOME PREOCCUPIED WITH THE EN- 
SUING EVENTS. DAMN HIM FOR AFOOL ! WHY DIDN'T HE WATCH HER ? HE SHOULD 
HAVE REALIZED THAT SHE WOULDN'T FACE THIS THING AFTER EVERYTHING SHED WIT- 
NESSED OF IT. BUT WHERE COULD SHE HAVE GONE ? 


AS ONLY THE SCREAM OF AN OGRE CAN BE. HIS VOICE & IN ANTICIPATION, BUT STILL HE HEARD NOTHING. HIS @ 
ECHOED FROM THE CLIFFS LIKE THUNDER AND WAS HURL HEART SHRANK WITHIN HIM AND HE FELT AS IF THE HAND 
ED INTO THE DISTANCE. OF FATE WAS ONCE MORE MOVING TO BLOT OUT HIS EX- 
; : mee =ISTENCE. HE TOOK A DEEP BREATH TO SHOUT AGAIN WHEN 
HE HEARD IT, VERY FAINT AND FAR AWAY. UP TOWARD THE 
OTHER END OF THE VALLEY. IT WAS ONE WORD. A HIGH FEM- 

ININE SCREAM. HIS NAME ! 


THE OGRE WHIRLED TOWARD THE DIRECTION OF THE SOUND AND RAN LIKE HE 
HAD NEVER RUN BEFORE. HIS SHORT LEGS WERE NOT MEANT FOR SPEED 
BUT HE WAS NONETHELESS SWIFT IN HIS PURSUIT. THE HUGE CLOAK HE 
WORE WHIPPED OUT BEHIND HIM IN THE BREEZE AS HE CRASHED THROUGH 
THE BRUSH AND TRAMPLED THE THICK GRASSES. TIME ENOUGH FOR STEALTH 
LATER. HIS BREATH HISSED BETWEEN HIS TEETH AND HIS BLOOD THUNDERED 
IN HIS EARS, BUT HE DIDN'T RELAX HIS PACE. 
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THE DISTANCE TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE VALLEY WAS CLOSING, HE SLOWED HIS PACE AND SOUGHT COVER. HIS MIND MARKED THE POSITION HE HAD NOTED AND 
AND JUST BEFORE THE MOON SLIPPED BEHIND A CLOUD HE SAW HE CREPT UPON IT NOISELESSLY, LIKE MANY OF THE OTHER NOCTURNAL PREDATORS WHICH 


THE GLINT OF ITS FADING LIGHT ON A SWORD ABOUTA HUNDRED WERE ABROAD NOW. HE GLIDED THROUGH THE VALLEY LIKE A HUSH ON THE BREEZE. 
YARDS DISTANT. 
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THE CLOUDS DRIFTED PAST THE MOON AND LIGHT ONCE MORE FLOODED THE VALLEY. NOT TWENTY 
YARDS DISTANT TWO HUGE HULKING FIGURES CREPT ALONG IN THE OPEN. THEY WERE SLIGHTLY 
TALLER THAN THE OGRE AND HEAVY WITH THICK CORDED MUSCLES. THE TWOMEN WERE COM- 
PLETELY HAIRLESS WITH LOW SLOPING FOREHEADS WHICH DENIED THE PRESENCE OF ANYTHING 
BUT VESTIGAL INTELLIGENCE. RAUM WOULD HAVE SWORN THAT THEY WERE FROM THE SAME TRIBE 

f WHICH HAD RANSACKED HIS VILLAGE. THE FACT THAT THEY WERE SO CLOSE TO THE FINAL RESTING 

m= PLACE OF THAT SHAPELESS MONSTROSITY ONLY CONFIRMED HIS FEELINGS. BUT THAT WAS LESS IM- 
PORTANT THAN THE FACT THAT THEY HAD KIONAPPED RONWIL , SILENTLY AND EXPERTLY, WHILE HE 
HAD BEEN ENGAGED WITH THE SLITHERING DESTROYER. WHATEVER THEIR GUILT OR INNOCENCE RE- 
GARDING THE OTHER CRIMES, THE PRESENT ALONE ASSURED THE FINAL OUTCOME. 
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ONE CREATURE HELD A SWORD AND LOOKED AROUND, APPARENTLY STILL FEARFULLY RE- RAUM CROUCHED ALL BUT INVISIBLE IN THE THICK FOLIAGE Mil 
CALLING THE VOICE HE HAD HEARD AND WHICH HAD BROUGHT FORTH RONWIL'S BRIEF, J NEARBY. HE HELD HIS BROADSWORD, WHICH WOULD SERVE HIM IN 
CHOKED OFF REPLY. THE TWO SAVAGES SQUINTED THEIR EYES AND STARED INTO THE THE INITIAL PITCHED BATTLE , AND HIS SLENDER DIRK , WHICH 

NIGHT. WOULD BE SAVED FOR THE CLOSER FIGHTING WHEN THERE'D BE 
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FINALLY THEY RELAXED THEIR VIGIL AND THE ONE RONWIL WAS KEPT FROM SCREAMING BY A HUGE HAND 


THE SKULKING DUO KEPT STARING INTO THE NIGHT, 
AS IF EXPECTING TO SIGHT SOMETHING ATANY MOMENT. HOLDING RONWIL SAT ON AN OUT-CROPPING OF ROCK CLAMPED OVER HER MOUTH WHICH ALMOST ENTIRELY CUT 
AND TURNED HER TOWARDS THE SECOND ONE. OFF HER BREATHING. SHE WAS WEAK AND COULD ONLY MAKE 
SMALL TERRIFIED NOISE 
THRE hfe. f 
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THE SAVAGE HUNGRILY EYED HER GRACEFUL NUDITYAS A BELLOW OF RAGE SHATTERED THE HORROR OF THE MOMENT AND DIVERTED ALL ATTENTION TO RAUM WHO HAD 
HE DREW CLOSER AND CLOSER, HIS HUGE PAW REACH- CREPT TO WITHIN A DOZEN PACES OF THE UNWILLING TRYST. ; 


ING OUT TO CARESS HER BULGING PULCHRITUDE AND 
CRUSH IT AGAINST HIM IN A HEAVING EMBRACE. 
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HIS SWORD GLEAMED IN THE MOONLIGHT AND HIS TUSKS 
PROTRUDED MENACINGLY. THE ABDUCTORS ROARED AND 
SLAVERED, WHILE RONWIL TWISTED IN HER CAPTOR’S GRIP 
SO WILDLY THAT HE NEEDED BOTH HANDS ON HER ARMS TO 


KEEP HER FROM SLIPPING FREE. 
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THEY ACCEPTED ONLY COMPLETE VICTORY OR TOTAL DEFEAT, 
BUT NEVER SURRENDER. THEY HAD WHAT THEY WANTED AND 
THEY WOULDN'T GIVE HER UP UNTIL THEY FINISHED 


WITH HER AND LEFT. 


RAUM'S FOE OPENNED WITH A SHARP JAB WHICH WAS THE CREATURE GROWLED AND GRUNTED ITS MENACE.§ RAUM SWUNG HIS BLADE INA GLITTERING ARC WHICH 
MET WITH AN ECHOING CLANK OF STEEL ON STEEL. gm NO TAUNTS PASSED ITS LIPS. CRASHED DOWNWARD INTO THE CREATURES LEFT ARM. 


THE MONSTER SLASHED WILDLY, NICKING THE OGRE ON BLOOD FLOWED DOWN THE ARM AND FINGERS OF THE SAV- BEFORE IT COULD MOVE RAUM JABBED AGAIN WITH HIS 
THE CHEEK AND ARM AS TT SOUGHT TO SOLIDLY PENE- AGE, DRIPPING TOTHE GROUND. THE CREATURE KNEW IT SWORD AND THE CREATURE MOVED To BLOCK HIS THRUST. 
HAD TO END THE FIGHT SOON BEFORE LTS EBBING STRENGTH 

LEFT IT TOO WEAK TO MAINTAIN A STRONG DEFENSE. 


a Ont 
WHILE THE CREATURE'S SWORD WAS FOULED ON RAUMS, THE CREATURES WOUNDED LEFT ARM HAD LACKED THE @ 
SWUNG IT TOWARDS HIS FOES WOUNDED LEFT SLOE. B THE OGRE STUCK THE DIRK IN BETWEEN HIS OPPONENTS STRENGTH TO FEND OFF THE QUICK INSIDE STROKE, AND IT 
: FELL TO THE GROUND DEAD. 
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RAUM PUSHED HIS BLADE AGAINST THE CREATURES AND 
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BUT SUDDENLY THE BEASTMAN 


DARTED IN HIS HEAD LIKE A STRIKING SERPENT AND LOCKED 


RAUM LURCHED AND TWISTED 
HIS HUGE JAWS ON THE OGRE 
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IT GRABBED THE OGRE ‘S ARMS AND PINNED THEM SO THAT HE 


WAS HELPLESS TO USE HIS WEAPONS. 


CRUSHING PAIN NEARLY BLOTTED OUTALL HTS OTHER ZB AGONY OVERCAME EVERY OTHER CONSIDERATION AND HE ARCHED UPWARD WITH HIS FREE HAND AND SENT IT 
SENSES AS HE FELT THE THINGS TEETH SINK HIS FORCED HIM TO ACT, GIVING HIM THE STRENGTH HE NEED- POUNDING AGAINST HIS ee S SKULL. 
ED To FREE HIS RIGHT ARM FROM THE Coa GRIP. 


HE ROARED AND FOUGHT WHILE AT THE SAME TIME FEEL- APIERCING THUNDEROUS SCREAM SOUNDED INHISEARSAND RONWIL STOOD OVER HIM, A SWORD IN HER HAND AND A 
ING HIS LIFESBLOOD GUSHING DOWN HIS CHEST FROM HIS HE FELT A HARD THUD, WHEREUPON THE BODY ON ToP OF HIM FRESH DARK STAIN ON ITS BLADE. 


HE LOOKED OVER AT THE CREATURE AND SAWA HUGE GASH RAUM TRIED TO RISE, BUT A WAVE OF DIZZINESS MADE HIS HIS VISION CLEARED AS RONWIL BENT OVER HIM AND HE 
IN TTS NECK WHICH RENT IT FROM SIDE TO SIDE AND AL- HEAD SWIM AND HE FELL BACK TO THE GROUND AS HIS EYES SMILED UP AT HER , BUT THAT WAS ALL HE COULD 00 WIGUT 
MOST BIT CLEAR THROUGH FROM THE BACK Ld THE THROAT. f CLOUDED AND HIS BRAIN SANK TNTO A BLACK ABYSS. f@# SEEMED TO HAVE COME TO HIS LIMBS. 
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RAUM COULDN'T MOVE TO TOUCH HIS NECK, BUT HE KNEW IT WAS HOPE: RONWIL CARESSED HIS ROUGH CHEEK AND gf RAUM, YOU'VE DONE SO MUCH FOR ME. YOU TOOK ME 


LESSLY SHREDDED AND TORN. RONWIL'S EYES WERE ALIVE WITH CON: HE COULD FEEL HER TOUCH AS IF FROM A / WHEN I WAS LOST. YOU HELD ME WHEN I WAS FRIGHTENED AND 
CERN, AND HER BEARING WAS THAT OF ACHIEF'S DAUGHTER INSTEAD GREAT DISTANCE. ALONE, AND YET YOU NEVER TOOK ANYTHING FROM ME. I LOVE YOU, 
OF ALITTLE GIRL. SHE HELD THE SWORD LIKE AWARRIOR , SURE AND RAUM. I ALWAYS HAVE , AND YET IF YOU FELT THIS WAY TOO, YOU 
STEADY IN HER GRIP. NEVER EXPRESSED IT IN WORD OR DEED BEYOND YOUR STEADY 
" . NEY f \ 


ND TEARS CAME SHE STROKED HIS FACE AND THE ACHING LONELINESS TORE SHE HAD FELT HIS TOUCH, H 


THE WORDS ECHOED IN THE OGRE‘S EARS A 
TO HIS EYES. HE TRIED TO BLINK THEM AWAY AND SMILE THROUGH HER AT SEEING HIM FADE BEFORE HER EYES. 


BUT SHE SAW, AND SHE KNEW. 
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REFLECTION. ABOUT TWO POWERFUL ARMS HOLDING HER TIGHT- 

LY WHILE HE SHUDDERED AND TREMBLED BEFORE RELEASING 

THE CHILD WHO LOOKED AT HIM THROUGH INNOCENT EYES. shad 
L \ SS 
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HE FELT HIMSELF FALLING, RETREATING GROWING SMALLER. REALITY WAS AN IMAGE GROWING DIM AND ALMOST HE FOUGHT FOR ONE LAST VESTIGE OF CONTROL OF HIS 
: FORGOTTEN, BUT HE SAW RONWIL, HAZILY, ANDHE HEARD BODY, ANO WITH CONCENTRATED EFFORT HE ANSWERED 
HER QUESTION WITH BUT A SINGLE WORD. 
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HIS VOICE FADED AND HIS BODY RELAXED FOR THE LAST TIME. THE 
SHROUD FELL AND RONWIL COLLAPSED AGAINST THE BODY OF RAUM, 
HER GENTLE OGRE , HER TEARS FALLING ON HIS COLD FLESH IN THE 
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WHAT DO You DO 
y, WITH A GHOST? 
‘ By JAMES VAN HISE 


Introduction by HOWARD SIEGEL 
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Deadman may have been the product of a catalytic 
neaction. The year was 1967. The influence of The 
Spectre, who had made a two decade absence the basis 
for an extensive ad campaign by NPP, was omnipresent, 
Neak Adams' realistic showcase panels, handsomely 
embellished with zipatones, was earning him a cultish 
following. Arnold Drake had seen too many episodes 
of "Dark Shadows" on TV, The editors were Looking 
for a short teu headkhiner. So, as the song goes, 
"out them abl together and they spell D-E-A-D-M-A-N!" 

"How Many Times Can A Guy Die?" was the tithe on 
the spkash page of Strange Adventures #208, Deadman's 
fourth appearance; and it mone on Less explains his 
career. In his own way, he 4s unique; but Like his 
ghostly emptiness, he just doesn't have the mortal 
fibre to stay comic book-bound for Long pertods of 
time. But that's another story. This one concerns 


his beginning. 
"This Man Who Was Just Murdered 14 Our Hero! His 
Story Begins One Minute Later - " So said the cover 


of Stuange Adventures #205, October, 1967. Bodston 
Brand, premtere trapeze artist, about thirty, gunned 
down in midair by an unknown assassin. We know that 
the murder weapon was a .30 calibre rifte and that 
the man who pulled the trigger had a ckaw hand 
attached to his right aum. We and Boston Brand will 
go through a dozen issued trying to find out who he 
was and why he did it. The Fugitive spent a number 

of years Looking for his wife's Rikler on TV. The 
Spirit never did carch up with the Octopus, The 
G.1.'S never found Kikroy. Deadman's plight was not 
unique. What was unique was his curious costume. 

It had an eerie quality. The chalk white face, pupil- 
Less black eyes, a huge collar and a shimmering red 
outfit with a Large white D between waist sash and 
neckkine. The house couturier did well. Amateur 
artists were to copy him for a Long time. In fact, 

he was RBCC'S first color cover subject way back when 
John Fantucchio was our number one artist. By all 
nights the story shoukd have ended there. The physical 
body did. The metaphysical being started. A ghostly 
entity rose. "But Boston Brand Was Dead...And Yet 
Again, He Wasn't! The Nightmare Rolled On Rekentless- 
‘AT 

Enter Rama Kushna, Spirit of the Universe. 

"You are not alive my son. There 46 no mone Sub- 
stance to your body than there is to the west wind - 
on the Aprtk mist! You shall have the power to walk 
among men until you have found the one who kikked you!" 

Both Boston Brand and the reader were Left with 
their own enigmas. He could not hold a mouse in his 
hand, 40 how would he be abke to graba killer? We 
were Left with an obvious spiritual force who identi- 
fied herseks with a hindu name, and Looked Like a 
barren tree. Brand was to have his question answered 
before ours when by accident he was able to enter the 
body of the strongman of his circus. The mental dis- 
placement and the physicak adoption. This was to be 
Deadman's modus operandi, Until he avenged his own 
murder he coukd never nest. 

With the character outline thus completed, the 
editors had what they wanted. The rope would be Let 
out until such time as Deadman was no Longer needed. 
Then he woukd be alkowed to catch his kikler and return 
Some years Later in reprint form, much the way the 
Atomic Knights and other short-lived features were 
handled, But the publisher misread the audience. They 
hiked the versitilbity Deadman presented, even though 
his first half dozen stories centered around the 
cincus. Hdd anguish, his ghostly pleas and cries, his 
helphessness. These were common, human qualities and 
emotions that are relatable and cause sympathetic 
Loyalty. NPP had a winner and it took them some time 
to neakize it! Akthough he never got his own title, 
Deadman subsequently got other awards. He finally met 
his benevolent patron, Rama Kushna in the Shangrila-Like 
setting of the netheworlkd, was temporarily given 
physical form, and went on to do the things the Spectre 
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was meant to do. He teamed up with Batman several 
times, cameoed with the Justice League, Rip Hunter and 
the Chaklengers of the Unknown, and ib a first team 
member of the DC stock company, ready and willing to 
Let Loose his "Schtik" where and when required, 

For those prone to do 50, you might put him in the 
same Stable with the aforementioned "Ghostly Guardian," 
Ma. Justice and The Duke of Darkness from the Golden 
Age. He Left his host body in much the same way 
Phantasmo, Master of the Workd did in the 404, and he 
had ak the necessary ingredients to match Marvel's 
Danedevik tn a one-on-one acrobatics challenge. Mail 
StALL comes in ckamoring for a teamup with the Spectre. 
Despite this, the question remains. What do you do 
with a ghost? 
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What indeed. It is apparent from Boston Brand's 
haphazard career than no one at D.C. know quite what 
to do with him after Neal Adams was no longer around 
to handle the character in any capacity. I'm not 
talking here about the often pointless guest appearances 
Deadman has made in various titles, but about the way 
he was treated. How was he treated? Carelessly. 

In The Forever People #9 and #10, Deadman is told 
that he never really found his killer at all, that 
the man with the hook he knew as his killer had the 
hook on his right hand, not his left. But then how 
is the fact that in Strange Adventures #215 it states 
that the man with the ae in there was definitely 
the man who shot Boston Brand discounted? There is 
also the point that in SA#215 and #216 the killer is 
drawn with the hook on his right hand, and then on 
his left, so we really don't know which hand the hook 
is supposed to be on. Most people regard this bit of 
information in FP#9 as a red herring with no factual 
basis in the Deadman mythos. 
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These two issues also introduced the never-to-be- 
seen-again creation called "The Follower." This was 
an android body, a simulacrum of Deadman so that he 
could enter it and have a physical existence in our 
world whenever he wished. Apparently no one liked 
the idea because it was abandoned by all subsequent 
writers and no explanation for its disappearance was 
ever given. 

In The Phantom Stranger #33, in 1974, Deadman 
once again appeared still in search of his killer. 

Confusing? Paul Levitz, writer/editor at DC. 
thought so and said as much in the fanzine The Amazing 
World of DC Comics #8 (Sept- Oct. 1975) and attempted 
to set things straight in an article titled, "The 
Haphazard History Of Boston Brand." Paul did his best 
to bring order to chaos by stating that books like 
Forever People #9 & #10 and Phantom Stranger #33 were 
stories which took place much earlier than when they 
appeared. Paul placed them in thé chronology as taking 
place after Brave & Bold #79 (wherein Deadman found a 
killer with a hook, but it was the wrong man) but before 
the story in Strange Adventures #214. This still left 
one small inesnetetene cy in Forever People #9 wherein 
Deadman said that he believed that he had found his 
killer until an old woman said differently, but if we 
want to thrash it around we could probably rationalize 
it within the scope that Paul Levitz does. At least 
it makes more sense that way than the way it was por- 
trayed by Kirby in his treatment of the character. 

No, no one since Neal Adams has seemed to know what 
to do with Deadman. They've turned him almost every 
way but loose without coming up with a satisfying 
slant to take the place of the former search for his 
killer. 

There have been the inevitable comparisons drawn 
between The Spectre and Deadman, What hasn't been 
pointed out is that both have had problems in finding 
a solid focus for the series. Also, whereas Deadman 
was only slightly like The Spectre originally, The 
Spectre has since changed and become much more like 
Deadman. Whereas The Spectre and Jim Corrigan were 
always portrayed as two halves of a whole, usually able 
to operate independently (at least in the revived DC 
version in the Sixties), Michael Fleisher actually 
went back to the forties version when he made the 
Spectre and Jim Corrigan one inseparable being. Also, 
if you think The Spectre's bizarre punishments of 
criminals were soley the product of Michael Fleisher's 
frenzied imagination in Adventure Comics #431-440, 
then I suggest you read the original 1940 Bernard Baily 
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origin story reprinted in Secret Origins #5 (1973). 

So even though parallels between Deadman and The 
Spectre could be drawn, they remain uniquely different, 
and very much interesting subjects for a team-up. 

One aspect of The Spectre which has never really 
been used with Deadman is the emphasis on horror. You'd 
think that this would be an obvious facet of the char- 
acter because of the bizarre costume, I mean what with 
the deathshead-style mask and all. It would seem to be 
a natural element, but that concept has been all but 
ignored. 

In The Brave & The Bold #86, page 21, panel 3, 
Deadman suddenly appears out of the swirling snow with 
chilling effect. In that one panel the costume of 
Deadman is used to represent a figure of terror. 

On the cover of The Phantom Stranger #33, Deadman 
is seen issuing from the solid wall of a mause]eum in 
a graveyard. A nice touch. It's too bad that scene 
doesn't appear in the story. 

In Challengers of the Unknown #74, Deadman appears 
in a seven page supernatural thriller by Neal Adams, 
but the front cover, also by Adams, oddly enough 
features Deadman in name only. Another opportunity 
lost. 

How can Deadman be utilized in this way and not 
just become a carbon-copy of The Spectre? By approach- 
ing the mystery and the horror in a completely differ- 
ent way than it is in the Spectre. Look at the drawing 
by Steve Bissette on the opposite page. Pretty arrest- 
ing, isn't it? It has impact. It emphasizes the 
ghostly qualities of the character and submerges the 
human elements. But then, story-wise, this has also 
been done in The Spectre. 

What is needed in Deadman is a completely different 
style in both art and story. Imagine Deadman drawn by 
someone like Steve Ditko. The character needs this 
kind of change. It needs a completely new element to 
operate in that would make him just as different as 
Ditko's Dr. Strange was. Ditko has shown the kinds of 
differences he can make in a character just recently 
in Marvel Spotlight #4 and his bizarre Dracula strip 
in the black and white Dracula magazine. Steve Ditko 
is a very different artist than Neal Adams, but after 
years of artists unsuccessfully mimicing Adams, it's 
time to try an entirely new slant. 

Deadman, under Neal Adams, was a unique character 
in the class of Manhunter, Stalker and Shade, The 
Changing Man. Oddly enough, the careers of all of these 
were very short, but the impact they made continues to 
be felt, and with Deadman it can be added to. 
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EDITORIALS or I don't know what you've been doing for the past year, but... 


When I first began "Something Lost..." I had a lot 
of grandiose ideas about what a work of art I was 
creating. It would be so magnificent, so wonderful, 
everyone would have to agree it was great, and conse- 
quently I was great. Real schoolboy stuff. Totally 
pretentious. It seems like one should never start 
out to creat great art, but just a great story. If 
it's good, it'll be art. What I have done is to 
create something that I don't know what it is. I 
wouldn't call it a “work of art;" that would make me 
pretentious. Jim Van Hise has killed people for less 
than that. I don't even know if "Something Lost..." 
is a good story. I'm too close to it at this point 
to know. I've just finished the last page, and am 
writing this. I don't know, as I said, what this 
thing is. It's a comic, but more detailed than usual, 
and maybe a comic loses something when it has too much 
detail; it ceases to be a comic and more like a series 
of overly wrought illustrations. That's what I'm 
thinking now. Next week I might have a different 
opinion. 

Jim (the afore mentioned Jim Van Hise, star of 
stage and screen, editor of RBCC and the new Fantastic 
Exploits, and author of the book YOU AND YOUR GALL 
BLADDER) wanted me to write this, whatever this is, 
about what it was like working on this comic; stuff 
like: "What panel was the hardest?" "What page took 
the longest to do?" and so on. I told Jim, I said, 
"Listen, you may be world famous, but this is a 
nowhere idea. Everybody can see which page took the 
longest to do, and what panel was the hardest. I 
don't have to point it out!" Jim said, "Ron, I think 
you're getting pretentious, and I have killed people 
for less than that!" Rather than make a list of hard 
pages and panels, I offer this guide: The pages and 
panels with lots of little dots and little lines were 
the hardest and the ones without were the least diffi- 
cult. Since every page has little dots and little 
lines, you'll still have to guess, but golly gee 
willickers you guys an' gals gotta' do some thinking. 

Is that good enough, Jim? 

As I said earlier, I won't and can't make a 
decision as to whether or not this comic is great art, 
a good story, or a good comic. If you like it, maybe 
you'll consider it to be all three. Read it and enjoy 
it. I can't decide for you. That would make me pre- 
tentious and Jim (Beat State) Van Hise has killed 
people for less than that!!! 


---Ron Wilber (6-11-80) 


* * * * * * 


I decided to let Ron have his say first since his 
strip dominates this issue and it's the reason this 
issue is so late. Ron kept hoping it would be finished 
in “another month," and then "another month" and by the 
time I realized that it clearly wouldn't be it would 
have taken just as long to put together an alternate 
first issue of this magazine as it took to wait for Ron 
to finish. It isn't late because Ron was lazy, it's 
just that he had never tackled anything as major as a 
forty-five page strip and he just didn't think it would 
take this long to complete. I think the quality of the 
art testifies as to why it took him so long. Ron 
doesn't plan to tackle anything this ambitious and time 
consuming again for quite awhile. 

So where does Fantastic Exploits stand right now, 
other than a year Tate? Well, FE is going to become 
quarterly immediately. Due to the harsh lessons I've 
learned recently from announcing the contents of issues 
and then getting trapped and held up when those contents 
are delayed, I'm going to hold off on promising contents 
for awhile. I'm going to work on a couple different 


Page 52 


issues at once (both on widely divergent themes) and the 
first one completed will be the one to see print first. 

One forthcoming issue of FE will feature a long comic 
strip complete in one issue (perhaps even longer than 
Ron's strip in this issue) which will be drawn by Bret 
Blevins. It will be a mystery/adventure strip in the 
tradition of The Spirit, but very much in the world of 
today as opposed to Eisner's world of the forties. This 
will appear when it's finished and will not be promised 
for any issue ahead of time, but don't expect it before 
issue #4. I feel I can be reasonably sure of that. 

But let's get back to this issue. Some of you may 
have already read the text version of this story in 
RBCC #147. This story was written around some spot 
illustrations that Ron had come up with on his own. 

The characters struck me as interesting because even 
though they were a barbarian and a nude girl, the 
barbarian had short hair and tusks. I then came up 
with the idea of writing a story around these characters 
that would take the cliche' elements of your typical 
sword and sorcery and try to do something interesting 
with them. Thus the characters have, I think, more 
depth than usual and react differently in certain 
sequences than Sword & Sorcery characters usually do. 
Visually, though, I'm thinking that the average person 
who picks this up and glances through it will think it 
is just an average S&S strip with superior artwork. 
They may even pass it up if they're looking for more 
than good art. When Harlan Ellison was looking through 
a copy of RBCC #147 the evening I interviewed him for 
RBCC #151, he glanced at the spot illos, saw barbarians 
with swords and nude women and just shook his head and 
remarked at how adolescent most S&S was. Visually 
speaking, he was right. Many of the cliche's in sword 
and sorcery fiction are very adolescent. That's why 
it's important to try and show that those superficial 
qualities don't always necessarily have to hold down 
the internal qualities of the story. There is more 
that can be done with them than many S&S writers have 
done. There's a lot more that can be done with them 
than I've done here, but I think I've given you a good 
idea of what is possible. 

The drawing on the opposite page is a slightly 
different version of a page that appears in the strip. 
Ron drew one version, wasn't entirely satisfied with 
it, and so did a second version and allowed me to use 
the one I preferred. I didn't see any point in letting 
this version go to waste and so I thought I'd use it 
iat so that you could compare the two pages for your- 
self. 

The John Carter of Mars portfolio which appears in 
this issue will be continued next issue. Bret Blevins 
drew several more drawings than I used here and the 
balance will appear in FE#2. I started getting the 
feeling that this issue was cursed when just four days 
ago Bret called me to say that he had to do all of the 
drawings over again because a fixative he sprayed the 
artwork with caused them to blister, thus ruining them! 

And I'l] bet you all thought that publishing a ‘zine 
was hard work. 

Without pinning down the issues, I can tell you what 
will be appearing in the next couple issues: An inter- 
view with STEVE BISSETTE (of Heavy Metal and Epic I1lus- 
trated fame) including about eighteen previously un- 
published drawings (many full page and one double-page), 
a long run of Don Rosa's strip "Captain Kentucky" which 
appears in Louisville every Saturday as a "Sunday-Page" 
style strip (would that be called a "Saturday-Page"?), 
plus a forth-coming issue will be an H.P. Lovecraft 
special which will include a portfolio of stunning 
paintings by Bret Blevins called "The Visions of Richard 
Upton Packman" (read "Pickman's Model" and you'll know 
what these paintings will be). 

Be there! Aloha! 
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RAUM STARED INTO THE J UNGLE, SEEING THINGS HE RELEASED RONWIL AND SAT DOWN BY THE 
WHICH WEREN'T THERE , BUT WHICH NONETHELESS SMALL BODY OF WATER 
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JOHN CARTER OF MARS! 


A Look at one of the 
greatest fantasy 
characters of akl 
time by some of 
Fandom's finest 
antists. 


Artists this r4ssue: 
Monica Miller 
Martin Cannon 
Jim Kuzee 
Bret Blevins 
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JAN, HONEY-- DID YOU CLEAN YOUR... ? £ 


>sigh= WELL, WELL -- WHICH DIMENSION 
ARE WE OFF TO THIS TIME ? I SWEAR... 
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